Super Size on Aisle 8. « 


When married, the now ex—wife did to me as most of them do to their husbands: the dreaded ‘I am 
out of tampons. Go the store and get me a box’ drill. Consequently, during a ‘ladies thing’ one month, she 
sent me for tampons because ‘the box was empty.’ ‘Why don’t you do it?” I was foolish enough to ask. 
‘GO!’ — she barked. Yes, dear, ‘Walter Milquetoast’ at your service. Now, I never understood such non— 
sense out of women. She always made sure enough toilet paper was on hand. Cases of it in fact, because she 
needed ‘half—a-—roll’ of it to pat her pee-pee dry after a piddle. I have never known any woman with a thingy 
that big who needs half a roll of toilet paper to pat it dry! No tree is safe with her around! Well, she did the 
‘tampon’ thing to me only once. I came home with a box of stick on 'Twat-Napkins.' ‘These are not 
tampons,’ she snapped! ‘They all look the same to me,’ I replied. Mission accomplished, I thought. She 
rarely went to the grocery with me. That was ‘my’ job. However, the next time ‘we’ went grocery shopping 
she came along with an agenda — teaching me tampon-—101 to prove a point that she was always right. 
Women! When ‘we’ got to the ladies hygiene section in the store, she searched everywhere for her special 
product to no avail. Later, at the checkout counter, the cashier asked if we found everything okay. ‘No,’ 
barked the ex—wife. ‘I need tampons in Super Size, and there were none.’ ‘Okay, sweetie,’ said the cashier, 
and then grabbed a microphone and announced over the store PA system for stocker help: ‘Zampons, super 
size, aisle 8, the lady customer will meet you there...’ I turned to look at the ex and she was stormily, red 
faced. Uh-oh! A look I knew very well, which always meant all hell is about to break loose like a West 
Texas Tornado during a thunderstorm. The Tasmanian Devil does not have squat on this woman’s temper 
when loosed! Whew, was I glad it was not about me, this time. ‘Okay, honey,’ said the cashier, ‘someone 
will help you on aisle 8.” Off she stormed in a huff. I had seen that one before, too. Stocker, for your sake 
be polite. The checker oblivious to all this continued merrily ringing up the groceries. A few minutes later, 
here comes ‘Ms. Storm,’ box of tampons in hand; while wordlessly glaring at me, ‘this is all your fault, you 
know!’ Yes, I knew that drill all to well, too. She silently boiled in her juices until the drive home. That 
was when the squall burst forth into full bitch-shit fury. “That Bitch! That Stupid Bitch! She told everyone 
in the store I have a ‘big pussy,” screamed a very peeved ex—wife! Now, in a car without escape, I am 
walking in a minefield where remaining silent is very wise. On the other hand, it was comical, and wisdom 
failed me. I could not contain my amusement when finally reassuring her that she did not have a ‘big pussy’ 
and that I liked it that way.... Ooooh, somehow, the reassurances did not come out quite right. Sometimes, I 
have ‘foot in mouth disease,’ and unfortunately, this was one such occasion. The ‘gods’ must be crazy 
today, too. I stepped on the mine: ‘click’ BOOM! That set her off and she ranted and railed every inch of 
the long drive home and afterwards all the daylong. ‘What if she had told everyone in the store you have a 
little dick,’ countered Ms. Herself. ‘Well it is true, but the thing has been big enough to get me into more 
trouble than I ever care to think about,’ mewed I in self—defense, which did not placate her one bit. Did you 
ever wonder why men do not argue with women? Because she is better at it, and if on some remote chance 
he wins she brings out her secret weapon: crying. Game over she wins by ‘alligator—tears.’ Once home, I 
escaped to the back yard. The daughter copped—out to a friend’s house for an overnighter. ‘I will come back 
for my bags when the coast is clear,’ she said on her way out the door. Even ex’s dog hid behind the couch 
until escaping to the back yard, where she remained behind me all the while I was outside. I looked at her, 
‘some watchdog — you brave—coward!’ The dog looked at me as if to say, ‘I may be a ‘chicken—dog’ but am 
not brainless enough to stay in there either! What about you, ya big sissy!’ She was right; I am not dim- 
witted enough to masochistically stay in a household blender full of bitch—shit set on frappe —either. The dog 
did not argue or disagree, so we hid out together the remainder of a Saturday, minding my garden while the 
ex grieved at ‘thin air.” The woman would rant and argue with an empty room. Many times when ex would 
be quarreling ‘at me,’ I would leave the area for a spell, then return to find her still complaining, completely 
oblivious to either my absence or presence. ‘What is wrong with you! Am I’m talking to thin air,’ she 
would bark? Yep, right about that one...four walls and a room full of hot air — her’s. Once, she noticed that 
I had left during a tirade. Upon returning she snapped, ‘don’t you ever leave me when I am talking to you! 
People will think I am crazy talking to myself...” Hmmmmm, yep! I do not miss married ‘wife;’ I like a life 





of peace and a butt without pain. So far, the subject of tampons never again came up. Whew — squeaked out 
of that one! Just you and I ‘chicken—dog’ — right? 


